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you please lift me up to kiss Liszt ?   I want to thank him
for helping me to play/*
The sight of Liszt's photograph had transported Olga
back to her first interview with PetroE
" Maestro ! Liszt! " exclaimed Marie in amazement
half fainting in her turn. " Brandy! " she cried, as
Olga's eyes closed again,
Rayner brought the brandy, and as soon as a few drops
had been introduced between the girl's lips, Olga asked in
a dazed tone, " Where am I ? Where's Maestro ? I
thought I was in Petroff *s studio at Graf burg. It must
have been through looking at Mummy's portrait of
Liszt/'
" The lamp 1    Tom I " Marie shouted.
Tom held the lamp so that it illuminated Olga's
features.
" Olga! My darling! At last!" said Marie
excitedly.
** Mummy !   Am I dreaming ? "
" No, darling," said Marie, folding her daughter in hei
arms.    " Liszt has brought us together,"
Tom set down the lamp and left the room* Marie
scanned Olga's features. There were the violet eyes thai
Marie had seen so often shine with inspiration, Thos<
eyes, with their long black lashes, had not changed, bu-
the black lines, drawn with kohl. Oriental fashion, insid
the lids, gave them a curiously dilated look. There wer<
the firmly chiselled nose, and sensitive, yet determined
mouth that reminded Marie of Longford, her wonder man
There was the fair hair which, automatically, the mothe
began to curl round her fingers, as she had done when he
daughter was a tiny child.
After a few minutes, Rayner returned, to find mothe
and daughter kneeling on the floor in front of Liszt'
portrait, clasped in each other's arms.
Neither of the women took any notice of Tom whc
subconsciously;, resented the arrival of the strange gi